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beautiful girlish body. With this feeling there returned loo the
damp and deathly smell of the river weir and the murderous
desire he had had at that spot. He lowered his gaze from the
dim vista of high carved arches and with his vision still framed
by the vestry door he let it rest upon the red altar light, signify-
ing the living presence of the Body of God. He could hear the
trickling of water being poured from one glass into another in
the preparation for tomorrow's Mass, and he could catch a little
faint squeaky sound, like the voice of a new-born mouse, of a
cloth being rubbed against the edges of glass vessels. To what
precise point did his father carry his belief in the miracle of
Transubstantiation? It went much further anyway than his own
vague superstitious uneasiness.
"I feel just like a dog barking at the moon," he thought, "when
I see that red light." The pit of his stomach suddenly seemed to
sink inward then for he thought to himself, "She is going to sleep
with him again! I could feel it in the air when we came away."
That little, squeaky, rubbing sound behind him seemed to be go-
ing on forever. "She's probably taken off all her clothes now,"
he thought, "and she's holding up her nightgown with her bare
arms to slip it over her shoulders. He's got her now; to work his
will upon. ... Oh! Oh! Oh! ..." Sam tried to push this
image away from him but it persistently returned.
"Father! you must stop that rubbing!" he suddenly cried out.
"When a thing is clean, it is clean. It's no good going on and
on like that!"
Mat Dekker stopped what he was doing at once and began put-
ting the sacred vessels away.
"True enough, Sammy," he said with a sigh. "The truth is
I was thinking of something else." He closed the cupboard,
turned out the gas-jet, and they both emerged into the body of
the church* It now became necessary to communicate to the wor-
shippers at St. Joseph's vacant coffin that they were about to lock
up the church. They moved to the door and the father held it open
while the son crossed the aisle.
Since their appearance on the scene the two intruders had
contented themselves with a whispered conversation. They had
not dared to strike any more matches.